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A Ballad. 


W/E County of Oxford is Tack’d to the City, 
The City of Oxford is Tack’d to the Schools, 
Tie Schools, they are Tackd (whichis wonderous 
pitty ) 
To Old Obadia’s Highflyers and Fools. 


No wonder that fuch chufe a fet of true Tackers, 

Whe Tory-like would not Jee William wear 
Lawrel, 

But applauded the \rifh Rebellion and AGors, 

Anda Sainted Siv Fenwick, but more tbe Horfe S- : 


Ther Tackers Tack on, till your Head Tacker 
come, 

And Tack ye together, ye bundles of Tares! 

Hell Tack ye atl faft, yct none (hall want Room ; 

Ye are now but dark Sparks! O then ye all Blaze. 


—_ 





Love’s Arithmetick. 
J. 


Ear a Stormy Rivers fide 
Filena and Eurillus fate ; 
As are the Sands beneath the Tide, 
So are my Pains Eurillus cry’d + 
Or as the Waterss my Fate, 
Which with incefJant Billows beat, 
When toffing Ships to th’ Welkin Ride, 





If. 


Filena touch’d with what be faid, 

Full of Love as be coulda be, 
Gently rais’d ber pleajing Heaa, 
And witb an equal Cauje reply d, 

As many Stars as bas the Sky 

As many Leaves as bas the Tree, 
So many Griefs and Fires Feed. 


HT. 


With that the Shepherd all on Fire, 
Grafpd her to bis longing Arms ; 

My Love, faid be, high as De/ire 

Builds its Hopes, let us afpire, 7 
And leave low Eart! for Air, where {warms 
As many Birds as thou bajt Charms, 

And near the melting Sphere expire. 


Cinthia to Orortes, RB V lelinda 


Ti Friendfhip, to our long Acquaintance 
due, 

lve freely given, and receiv'd from you: 
Friend/bip, Orontes, that will furely prove 

The firmeft Balis to a lafting Love. 

Something like that of late bus warm’d my Breaft 
And | with Foy indulge the pleajiig Gueft. | 
My ‘feart could never be taken by Sur prize, 
(They’y wand’ ring Flames that kindle at the F yes.) 


Affifted by our Guardian, useful Pride : 
Love cannot eafily our Hearts fubdue , 
But once o'ercome we're to the Conqw’rer true, 
Our Sex indeed but very feldom woo, 
That favour is deferv'd by very few, 
And of thofe fewis brave Orontes one - 
Nor wilh I blufh my well-plac’d Love to own ; 
The only Vows of Love | ever made, 
In tender Sighs are to Orontes paid. 
Ingratitude can’t touch your Gen’rous Mind - 
Gifts, unexpected, and unask’d, mujft bind, 

I know my felf, and therefore will difdain 
Defpair, or Jealoufy, to entertain : 
No ftormy Pajion can my Soul invade, 
But Calmrefolves have this Difcou'ry made , 
My Virtuous Flame does bright, but gently Burn, 
May't in your Breaft kindle a kind return, 
Lske me not worfe, for this anufual way, 
But let me think, with Joy, I hear you fay. 
7% wifht : but durft not bo e fhe would be mine, 
“© How juft was Love, our equal Hearts to joyn. 
May tins be one of Loves, Propitious Hours, 
And your kind Anfwer more confirm me yours. 
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The varrous Humour of Mavxkind. 


C3" me a Charming Girl, Twangdillo cries, 
I know no Happinefs but Love’s [weet Joys ; 
Crve me brisk Claret, Jays the Red-fac’d Sot, 
Dann Whores----Here, Sirrab, bring up t’otber 
( Quart. 
For Flights, and Similies, the Poet raves ; 
The Grave Philofopber true Knowlege craves. 
The Prieft for a Good Benefice lays wait, 
The Proud Man covets to be Rich, and Great. 
The Lover whines to gain the Cloven Spot, 
And Nice Sir Courtly wants--be knows not what, 
The Soldier loves to Conquer when be Fights, 
And in the Plunder of the Town Delights. | 
The 
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"But 1, poo 1, want ev'ry hing by turns, 
Exceps 0 Seeding Wife, and Cuckold’s Horns. 





On Friendfhip. By Dorinda. 
Nee with Arafpe’s Friend{hip was I Bleft, 


Our Souls were lodg’d within each otbers- 


( Breaft. 
But now : 


I fear fome bappy Youth ufurps her Heart, 
Then routed Friendhhip mut of courje ceparé : 
For which Arafpe once dtd hourly fue, 

And vainly Vows fhe’s Conftant fill, and True ; 
But fure none ever juftly could pretend, 

To atk at once the Lover and the Friend. 








a nay, AIR me 


To one that recommended Sack to a 
Fat Manto make him Leaz. 


Wender’d much, my Friend, what you cov'd 
mcan, . 
To fay,tbat drinking Sack wou'd make one lean, 
But now, I find, that | miftook you clean. 
For tb’ other day 1 met one who | know f 
Fear'd Fatne{s much, but be bad ply’d Sack ing 
That Faith, unlefs be lean'd, be cowd not go. 
Excufe me then, for now | jee your meaning, 
Tho’ Sack won't make one Lean, ‘twill make one 
leaning. 





To a Lady that turn’d her Cheek to him 
when he went to kus her. 


St for a Grace, or ist for fome diflike, 
That when Pd kifs your Lips , you turn your 
Cheek ? 
Some think this Carriage rude in your Bebaviour, 
But I {howd rather take it for a favour, 
For I to {hew my Ktiadnefs, and my Love, 
Wowd leave both Lip and Cheek to kifs your 
Clove : 
And with the Caufe to make you full acquainted, 
Your Glove’s perfum'd, your Lips and Cheeks 
ave painted, 
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A. Maid in Love with a Youth blind 
with one Eye. 


Hough a Sable Cloud benight 
One of thy Fair Twins f Light, 
Yet the other brighter feems, 
Ast had robb’d its Brother's Beams ; 
Or that both Lights to one were run, 
And of two Stars, now made one Sun. 
Cunning Archer ! who knows yet, 
Kut shat thou wink’ my Heart to bit ! 





Enjoyment, the End of Love. 


O, No, ’tis not Love; you may talk til 
Doom’ s-day, 
If you tell me “tis mare than mecy fatisfa@ion: 
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Fil never believe one Tittle you fay, 


Tho Burgifs and Oates were the Heads of 
(your Faction, 


The Poets were therefore a Number of Owls, 
To make fuch a fiir with a Baby-Fac’d God, 
Tis only Priapus, who feares the Wild-Fowls, 
And Rules with a far more Scepter-like kod. | 


‘Twas He was the Father of all the Graces ; 
For He’s the Beginning and End of our wooing. 
Your Smiles and, your Glazices, and wanton Grte- 


? 
(maces, 
They all do but End ii figndéling and Doing, 


Hence they that in Faces fin? Coral and Rubies, 
Pear!, Diamonds aud Gold enore bright than 
(the Sum ; 

Notwithftanding all this, Thefe Pcetical Boobies, 
Defpife all that Treajure if farther Jhb’ bas none. 


Your Oaths, Proteftations, and Vows, to the Dame, 

Ask Solon, Lycurgus, both Learned and 

(Smart, 

T hey’! tell you the Flace from whence they allcame, 
1s balf a Yard almoft below the Heart. 


If the Lady be Rich, ’tis the Portion you'd haves 
“nd a Coach, or fine Cloaths ber Love do 
( Encourage + 

But alas! If Either do Either deceive, 
Love prefently Cools like a Mefs of Peas 
(Porridge. 


Then if this be your Love, the Devtl take Love, 
Wien felf Satisfacson is all the Defign ; 
But let me Love tuat woich all Aden approve, 
vin Angelin Purfe, ana aGlafs of Good 
(Wine, 





“hs 
Acdvertilements. 


#4* Al} Gentlemen, Ladies, and others, who bave anp 
Copies of Verjes, Heroical, Humorous, Gallant, Satyrs, 
Odes, Epigraims, Receipts, Songs, Oe. proper to infert 
in this Paper, they are defired to fend them 10 Myre Play~ 
ford, at the Temple Exchange, Fleetftreet, or B. Bragg, 
in Avemary-Lane: And itkewil/e to order it fo, thas they 
may come to their dands by Wednelday Night at fartheft, 
or they cannot be injerted in that Weeks Poff. 

44% The Firit Vol. containing Numd, 24. being made 
up witha Title and Dedication, is to be had at Z#’. 
Ltyford’s Shop in the Temple-Change, Fleet -ftreet. 
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Montgommery, at the Golden Anchor in Cornhil : Tho, Hode fon, over-againit 
Gray’s-lan-Gate, in Holbourn: H. Playford, at the ‘Temple-Change, in Fleet-ftreet, 
Bookicllers: And B. Bragg, at the Blve Bal in Avemary-Lane, 1705. 
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